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Wild Oats.
Br GEORGE GORDON.

fCTE-ABL- before same," said tha
actress as eho pushed throng

tho crowd ahead of me.

TUB CRITICS AWFUL Bin...
G is for Caine on, the chair in the Hall;
lie writes, like an angel that's had a great

fall,
-

Of Christians and Manxmen and Peters
that palL

THE FITNESS OF THINGS.
The site of the small house in Artillery

Row, off Chcapside, London, whero Mil-

ton, completed Paradise Lost, drinking
deep (lo use a poet's metaphor) of the
Pierian Spring, is now occupied by a
firm of well drillers.

Mr. n. L. Mencken has been known to
disguise himself behind a beard in Prince

Albert, hard hat and flowing tio, that ho

may go sightseeing through Greenwich

Village with his beerbrother, George

Jean Nathan, introduced here and there
ns Owen Hattcras, a frequent contrib- -

ulor to Smart Set. So has a legend

sprung up concerning Hattcras, and it is
even whispered that .he .is a figment of
tho imagination, having no reality in fact.

One terrible result of John Cowpcr
Powys's lectures on Rabelais, os reported
lo me by a 1ooksel)ers clerk, concerned

the gentlest of New York's

spinsters and matrons who took to Panta-gru- cl

and Gargunlua with such zest, in-

sisting always upon unwashed transla-

tions liiul the stock this side the pond

was soon exhausted; it Stems that he him-

self had not yet read that breviary of
the unregcuerate anil was forced to con-

tent himself .with a sadly wholesome
abridgment. lie has, however, a vivid
imagination and supplied fresh blasphe-
mies (culled fro;u George Moore and
Edgar Saltus) wherever he seemed to
detect a deletion. I fancy bis edition
would not paw the censor.

Mr. Barrett II. Clark, an omnivoroiu

reader, not during to trust a treacherous
memory, fears lest some day ho may

(without acknowledgment) steal the
choicest of another's phrases anil find him-

self accused of plagiarism. Tho fear
seems constant with those who write. I
find Mr. Arthur Symons topping an essay

on Oscar Wilde An Artist in Attitudes,
and years later (in l'uck) Mr. nunekcr
sagely announces that "it was always at-

titudes with Oscar." Is this permissible?

I laughed at Mr. Clark's scruples. To

the victor the spoils. It was Ben Jon-eon- 's

theory that tho business of author-

ship involved a wide acquaintance with

books and "an ability as he put it to

convert the substance and riches of an-

other poet in one's own use." Drydcn
said of him that he "was not only a pro-

fessed imitator of Horace, but a learned
plagiary of all the others; you track him
everywhere in their snow. . . But
he has done his robberies so openly that
one sees lie fears not to bo taxed by any
law. He invades authors like a monarch,
and what might be theft in others is only
victory in him."

Tho .crime is not that we, all of us,
steal, but tho uses we uiako of our
thieving?.

However, Mr. Clark docs not agreo
with me. He gave a case in point. He
attended the premiere of Barrio's AVu
lr-orr-f with Clayton Hamilton. In tho
lobby after the curtain, four other critics
listening, Mr. Hamilton said: "Who but
Barrie .could write a play on reticence?"
using tho one word applicable to that
playlet Next morning that word oc-

curred in four separate critiques.
I insist his instance is unusual and not

necessarily criminal, now many of Mr.
Hamilton's readers read any one of those
other reviews? We none of us think that
wc have originated our syntax or have a
lien on any word because wc first hap-

pened to discover its applicability. We
are none of us (in the narrow meaning of
the word) original. However, I can
understand Mr. Clark's fear; I am not
jrholly without it.
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.Penguin, series of books, which;THE
. Iiveright are preparing to

publish, will start this fall with fonriitfes
Gabrielle de Bergeron, by Henry

James; Karma, by Lafeadio Hearn; Jap
anese Fury Tales, by Lafeadio Hearn,
and Iolanthe's Wedding, by Hermann

These books will sell at $1-2-5

apiece; none of them will be reprints, and
all will be books that have never before
been published in this country. This is
the feature that particularly distinguishes
the books of this scries from the volumes

of the modern library scries. Of the
Henry James book the publishers say that
it is perhaps the finest novel of Ids early

period, written in simple, lucid style.

of)
Gertrude Hull, author Mm Ingalis

(Century Company), was bom in Boston

and taken at seven to Italy. For nine years
she and her sisters were boarding pupils
at the young ladies' pension described in
The Truth About Camilla There her first
stories were written. Her first book,

verse, appeared in 1890; Far From To-da- y,

short stories, in 1892. Then two

more books of verse, two moro of short
stories, and then four novels, ending with
Aurora the Magnificent. Miss Hall has also

had published translations of Chanteclcr,
Cyrano de Bergcrac and some poems of
Paul Vcrlaine.

A "new book called Luxembourg and
Her Neighbors by Kuth Putnam, author
of Alsace and Lorraine and IFYZiiam the
Silent, is being published by G. P. Put-
nam's Sons. You may not know tliat
the refrain to the national song of tho
Luxcmbourgeow,,contaius the line: "Prus-
sians we will never be."

To tu r Enrrw: or Books and ?nr. Book
Would ir: I picked up a copy of Books
and the Book- World the other day and
read a review of The Ghost Garden, by
Amclio Rives. And as" I laid it down I
announced to my assembled family (who,
I must admit, did not seem at all thrilled
by the announcement) that that was my
idea of a good review. It is the sort of
review that gives 'yon pleasure from be-

ginning to end, that makes you think, and
that makes you determine to buy the, book.

It used to bo considered a triumph of
the critic's art to condemn and yet, in the
very act of condemning, to make one
curious to read the book condemned. But
this reviewer who lives on West Eighty-fir- st

street and cannot afford to go to tho
country and has to manufacture his own
local color as best he can goes further
stilL Without any exaggerated or sensa-

tional condemnation, holding the balance
quite even and nicely distributing praise
and blame, he yet draws you on irresisti-
bly to buy not one book but two not
alono The Ghost Garden but also The
Quick or the Dead.

He has said what lie has to say without
fear or favor; he ha3 kept the critic's
crmino (or whatever fur the critic wears)
perfectly clean; he has steered his bark
cleverly enough between the Scylla, on the
one side, of fooling tho all too gullible
public, and, on the other, the Charybdis of
hurting tho feelings and hindering the
sales of an all too sensitive authoress. But
that is not alL He has "drawn pictures
ho has created an atmosphere he has
awakened memories, and all this apropos
of one little book. Truly "in reviewing;

a3 in art, the subject is nothing; the treat-
ment is everything."

And my favorite style of literary treat-
ment if I may be allowed to mention it
is that advocated and used by Anatolc
Franco to describe everything with refer-
ence to yourself; not to mete out justice
from some Olympian height, not to pre-
tend to strict impartiality (always the
shallowest of pretences, for what "living,
breathing, thinking man" ever can be im-

partial?), but to look at everything in the
light of your own experience, e of
everything as it affects you. '

Standards, of course, we must have,,
But the true critic conforms to certain
standards as naturallv and as .uneon- -

like best all about this review is that
tho reviewer has gone back into his own
experience and has called up "tho ghost

1883." He ha3 done it that

hale and hearty snd familiar as Santa
Clans himself. - '

too, have lived' in 1888, in Indian
summer, in a town of the middle West
and white I never knew the Smiths, and
never inhabited a house exactly like theirs,
I recognize tho picture as absolutely" trnc
to life. It takes me back to lie days of
my girlhood, and I can feel again the
tight sleeves that bound my arms and the
narrow velvet bonnet strings that encir-
cled my youthful chin. I,can remember
the games we played and the books wc
read and the great commotion caused by
tho startling heroine of John Ward:
Preacher. (By the way, I know a very
interesting story about that book.)

But alas! -- I must confess thai J never
read The Quick or the Dead. And would

jnn know the reason why? Because I
lived, in a Scotch-- , Presbyterian family
where Saracinesca, or Only a Governess,
or even John Ward, Preacher, would
never have been opened, on the Sabbath
day. Our literature on Sunday beyond
the Bible and the Shorter Catechism was
confined to the memoirs of very piou3
people, SL Louis, Mmc. Guy on, Charles
Wesley, Mr. Hare, et al., for the most
part bound in excellent black bindings
and in very bad print. Bossuet's Funeral
Orations were regarded with suspicion
because they wWe in French, and though
I was forced to study Butler's Analogy at
school I was never allowed to look at it
on Sunday because that would be doing
unnecessary work. I remember my father
asking mo if I wanted to read it, because
I loved it. I could not tell a lie. No-

body could love Butler's Analogy. If I
did not lovo it and long to read it then
it was only a task .and must be post-

poned to a weekday. That seemed to me
to cap the climax of strict Sabbatarian-
ism.

But even on a weekday The Quick or
the Dead would never have been tolerated.
I was not allowed to read any works of
any kind except Dickens and Thackeray.
Even Villette was snatched away from me
just as I was luxuriating in that most
charming of all beginnings, the arrival
of Paulina and her introduction to Lucy
Snowc and the Bret ton family. It was
years after that before I saw the book
again. Is that perhaps tho reasons
why Villette is my very favorite novel
to this day not to me tho finest, or tlie
greatest, or the most artistic, but the
favorite f There is always a charm about
the tilings that "wc have loved long since
"and lost a while," and YUlettc is no ex-

ception to the rule.
Of course "I heard people discussing

The Quick or the Dead, and of course
I was wildly curious to see this shocking
book. But I never did. Gradually "the
tasks of real life" crowded out the long
leisurely hours of reading that I used to
have. "Some things never come back, and
youth 13 one them." It is impossible
to feel the same vivid curiosity about
The Quick or the Dead that I felt thirty
long years ago. I doubt if any novel of
Amelie Rives could stir my blood or
chill my marrow now. And, of course,
what was very outspoken and very shock-

ing thirty years ago will be "dull as
grammar on the eve of holiday, in this age

blatant revelation and deliberate in-

decency. Tho very fact that I may go --

and buy the book and read it .openly
wherever and whenever I choose takes
away half the charm. And yet, as I read
what the "middle aged reviewer has to
say about "that furious little work of the
lost year '88," some faint, far, elderly
phantom of my youthful longing comes
back to me, and I determine not to give
sleep to mine eyes or slumber to mine eye-

lids until I have found and read The
Quick or the Dead. E. McKkight.

Sewicklev, Pa. ,

Of special interest just now because
of the 'increased merchant marine and
greater navy is a little book, Knots, pub-Itsh- ed

.by .the. Budder, the yacjitsman's
magazine. Tho. nuthor, Arthur jF. Ald-ridg- e,

formerly was yachting etlitor of
The Sun. Extra chapters on ieordagC;
matting, hammock making and ?trc steel
work-mak- e Knots valuable to al"j!who go
dowh to the sea in shijps. V

Tho George H. Doran Company will
publish a volume Joyce Kilmer's writ- -

sciously as we ordinary mortals conform --fogs will be embodied: all the
to the law gravitation. Arid so what Is'poeTns'of Kilmer's that are likely to be

of

of so well tho

I,

one of

of

of

C.

of

of
remembered and several war poems writ
ten in France. The book will ako contain
f ssays and letters by Kilmer, portraits and
.1 memoir which Robert Cortes Hblliday,

ghost seems almost alive no- - pale iniCim8-irieiidAtH(T- y eseoutor, is
Xtcrsonal wraith of vanished days bat as now at work upon.

GONE
ASTRAY
LEAVES FROM AN
"EMPEROR'S JtlARY

Cloth, JL50 net.
Whether viewed from the stand--1

point of a personal document or the
result of a life-Io- study by a mar-
vellously gifted student of character,
this story of the Kaiser's obsession
for world domination, from boyhood
to the present day, will prove inter'
esting and illuminating to every
reader.

RUPERT
BROOKE
A MEMOIR
By EDWARD MARSH
Portrait Frontispiece. Cloth, $1.25 nrf-Th-

official memoir, prepared by
the lamented poet's intimate friend
and literary executor, consists largely
of Brooke's unpublished letters and a
few poems not contained inbis "Col-
lected Poems" (now in its 21th edii
tion).

MEMORY
POEMS OF WAR AND
LOVE 'By LT. A. NEWBERRY CHOYCE

Author of "Crimson Stains." etc.
Frontispiece Portrait. Cloth, $1.00 nrf.

Lieut Choyce of the Leicestershire
Regiment and one of England's lead- -,

ing "soldier poets," vt wounded at
Arra3 in 1917, and, now convalescing', --

fa on a special lecturing , mission to ,
ue unitea amies.

THE
GHOST GIRL ,

By H. DE VERE STACPOOLE
Author of "The Man. Who .pal
Himself," etc. Cloth, $1.60 nrf.

A charming novel, furnishing a
contrasting picture of modern Ire-
land and the days of old romance of
a by-go- generation in Charleston,
S. C.; fascinatingly told.

THE
PATHETIC
SNOBS
By DOLF WYLLARDE
Author of "Exile," "The Story of

Eden," etc Cloth; $1.50 rf
The most "intense" novel this pop-

ular author has written. She intro-
duces into a very appealing love story
an aspect' of the-war'- s influence on
social life and the downfall of the
reign of snob ism.

BEST SELLING BOOKS

Third Edition
TOWARDS
MORNING
How Germany Makes Sol'
diersand Kills Their Souls
By IDA A R. WYLIE
Author of "The Shining Heights," etc

Cloth, $1.60 nrf. .
"One of the most remarkable nov-

els inspired by the war in some re-
spects the most remarkable. We
hope every intelligent American will
read Towards Morning.' There has
been no clearer revelation of the kind
of thing we are fighting."

Philadelphia Public Ledger.

Third Edition
THE
ROUGH ROAD
A Romance ot Youth and
the Great War
By WILLIAM J.' LOCKE
Author of "The Red Planet." "The

Beloved. Vagabond" .etc.
Cloth, $1.60 net. ' .

"Possesses all of Mr. Locke's cus-
tomary imaginative charm. It is
told, moreover, with his usual verbal
skill, it is rich in romantic flavor, it
is filled with the. liveliest, of. .humor, --

and it is in many ways (ft the. stuff ,

whereof the worth-whi- le novels of the '
"war are made.-"fioftm- Transcript.'-- -

:
Third Edition
OUT -
TO WIN
The Story of America
in France --

By
4

LT.' GON1NGSBY DAWSuN
Author of "The Glory of the
IrenchTt,"'',,C(tTrp m;' Ac.
. , Cloth,, net. .

"" 'Out,.to Win will help ualLta
fight better: to do our' humble share
whatever it may be, toward winning
the-w- ar .'.Out - will-deep- en

our respect for our countrymen and.
enlarge our understanding and sym-
pathy for our allies."

Chicago Dailg News.
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